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This Is How You Can 
Help Lay Apostolate 


By Catherine De Hueck 


Dear Friend—You are beginning, I hope, to get the 
idea of the Lay Apostolate, Friendship House style. You 


are familiar now with its 


geographical and apostolic 


divisions—the U.S.A., Province and the Interracial Apos- 
tolate—and the Canadian Province with its Rural Apos- 


tolate. 


You know its hierarchial set-up. Director General, 
local directors, their assistants, staff workers, who form 
its permanent inner circle, visiting volunteers, who stay 
for three months or less, and the volunteers who live where 
F.H. is located and generously donate of their free time. 


You remember, I am sure, 
the high lights of its WAY 
OF LIFE, based on the Mass, 
the Doctrines of the Mystical 
Body of Christ, which its 
membership tries with all its 
soul, mind, and heart to in- 
tegrate into its daily living 
and the acceptance and 
practice of the three coun- 
sels of perfection, Poverty, 
Chastity, and Obedience. 
These the members follow 
without vows or any special 
promises, but as fully and as 
completely, even unto utter 
insecurity (in the case of 
Holy Poverty) for their old 
age. 

Being And Doing 

You understand too why 
they do it. For it is this very 
WAY OF LIFE of theirs that 
forms the SOUL OF THEIR 
APOSTOLATE, based as it 
is on prayer, mortification, 
and a spiritual life lived with 
the full realization that each 
and everyone is called to be 
PERFECT, EVEN AS 
CHRIST AND HIS FATHER 
ARE PERFECT. A spiritual 
life too that makes them 
first BE, BEFORE THE 
LORD then DO, FOR THE 
LORD. 

Clearly they see that they 
must first be filled with His 
Holy Spirit of Love to over- 
flowing, before they can, 
lavishly, spill out that love 
in serving their neighbors. 

I hope that by now you 
will not make the mistake 
that so many casual friends 
and visitors make when 
meeting Friendship House 
groups for the first time, to 
admire inordinately their 
outward natural way of life 
... ie. their insecurity, their 
poverty so factual and ob- 
vious, their long hours of 
work, etc. For YOU, by now, 
know that all these are the 
infinite marks of God’s 
mercy to all of them. Priv- 
ileges too. For what can be 
greater THAN TO SERVE 
CHRIST IN ONE’S NEIGH- 
BOR, ESPECIALLY THE 
POOR? 

Subject To Change 

Neither are you confused 
about the TECHNIQUES or 
ways and means our group 
uses. You realize that they 
are as varied as the needs 
they have to assuage, and 
that they change both with 
environment and our fast- 
moving times. 

I am glad, too, that you 
can explain all these points 
to YOUR FRIENDS, and I 
hope you will always do so. 





For it is by such means that 
our humble apostolate be- 
comes known, and our sup- 
port, so desperately needed, 


| proOws. 


Do tell others what you 
have learned about us. . 
and don’t forget to make it 
quite clear that WE WORK 
ONLY WTH THE SPECIFIC 


APPROBATION OF THE 


BISHOP OF THE DIOCESE 
IN WHICH WE ARE LO- 
CATED, BY HIS SPECIAL 
INVITATION, AND THAT 
WE ARE GUIDED, DAY BY 
DAY, BY PRIESTS ESPECI- 
ALLY APPOINTED BY THE 
BISHOP. 

It all helps to clarify our 
status. For by now you have 
realized that many know 
nothing about us, or the Lay 
Apostolate of Catholic Ac- 
tion. Many others know, and 
yet hate us... many again 
persecute us ... accuse us 
unjustly of strange prac- 
tices, or of subversive con- 
nections. Others seem to 
have their knives in, now 
this one, now that one, of 
our group. They concentrate 
on taking away our very 
characters! 

We Are Worried ; 

So we are very grateful to 
you for helping to set these 
unfortunate and bitter 
people straight whenever 
you can. Frankly, they do 
not bother us much, except 
that we worry about their 
immortal souls which are 
endangered by these actions 
of theirs. 

You see, we have _ been 
forewarned. Two thousand 
years ago Christ Himself 
said that this would happen 
to us. He said... THAT THE 
SERVANT IS NOT GREAT- 
ER THAN THE MASTER... 
THAT WHERE THE MAST- 
ER IS ... THERE THE 
SERVANT SHALL BE .. 
THAT THE WORLD HATED 
HIM ... AND WILL HATE 
US ... BECAUSE WE ARE 
HIS ...So we know... and 
knowing, we thank Him for 
the infinite and incompre- 
hensible privilege of par- 
ticipating, .even in a small 
fashion, in His Passion. 

But for the sake of the 
Church, His Spouse, for the 
sake of the common good, 
and for the sake of men’s 
souls, it is good to try to set 
the bitter ones straight .. . 
for the Lord Christ died for 
them too, and their souls 
are infinitely precious be- 
cause of this. 


So, thank you, dear friend, 


-|ING BUT THE TRUTH. 


-|Archie Reynolds learned how 





for helping us to bring the 
truth home to many. If there 
are any specific questions 
that you still want to ask 
about F.H. write to me, and 
I will answer them. 

Now I must leave you, to 
begin answering the many 
letters of the saintly nuns, 
that are piling up on my 
desk, asking me all sorts of 
questions about youth, edu- 
cation, the lay apostolate, 
etc. I am afraid that I may 
be “in” for another book. 

That will make it a trilogy 
... for I have written DEAR 
BISHOP ... and DEAR 
SEMINARIAN (meant both 
for seminarians and priests). 
And now “DEAR SISTER”! 

Pray that I may once more 
have the courage to speak 
the TRUTH . .. AND NOTH- 


Out Lady: 
Refuge BF 
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Among The 
Lonely Hills 


W. C. Dwyer 











Among these lonely hills, 
70 years ago, the home was 
a school where parents felt 
that they had a commission 
to teach. I don’t mean read- 
ing and writing, although 


to read, write and _ count, 
before he ever started to 
school. But it was character 
formation — Christian mor- 
ality — that was inculcated 
by parents. 

“Boys, learn early to pay 
your lawful debts’; or “Give 
every man his due,”’ Archie’s 
dad often said to the boys 
at home. The father followed 
up these lessons by giving 
the example. 

In those old days, people 
had their faults, of course, 
and many a scar has come 
down to posterity. But all 
things considered, there was 
more virility, more real man- 

(Continued on Page Three) 





Seminarians Seek The 
End, Not Means To It 


By Robert Whiteside 

The seminarian’s choice of the priestly life is not 
only a reasoned decision, but also a response to the Divine 
Lover. Like all other men, the student for the priesthood 
has both a head and a heart. Like all,other men, he must 
think clearly, and love deeply. 

How foolish are they who say that priests seek to 
escape love, or that those who embrace the priesthood 
have been disappointed in human love! Yet even from 
Catholics such nonsense is sometimes heard. 

Such people fail to recognize a very fundamental 
fact—namely, that human love is only a MEANS TO AN 
END. It is the attempt of two people together seeking 
Divine love by working out together their eternal salvation. 


The End Itself 

Skipping this intermediate 
step, the seminarian seeks 
the Divine Lover Himself, the 
End Itself, not a means. 
Hence in love just as in logic, 
the seminarian seeks the 
Ultimate in the very first 
instance. 

But what is the semin- 
arian’s love like? In many 
respects it is like human love. 
Yet it differs from this in 
one important aspect — the 
love of many for God has 
been aptly described as a 
“passionless passion.” 

At first there is a taint of 
selfishness in his love. A man 
loves God, because God has 
been good to him, because 
he knows that God is a gen- 
erous rewarder. This is much 
like the love of one person 
for another, because of the 
joy, or other benefits, he or 
she hopes to derive from such 
a friendship. 

Gradually through prayer, 
mortification, and faithful- 
ness to duties, this love is 
purified, so that the semin- 
arian comes to love God be- 
cause He is infinitely good 
in Himself. ; 

No longer does a man’s self 
mar his love of God. Now he 
seeks to love and serve with- 
out counting the cost, or 
looking toward a reward — 
seeking more to love than to 
be loved — fulfilling Our 
Lord’s command, “Thou 
shalt love the Lord thy God 
with thy WHOLE heart, and 
with thy WHOLE soul, and 
with thy WHOLE mind.” 
(Matt. 22, 37). 

Lacks Emotion 

This love is a “passionless 
passion,” it is deep, sure, but 
for the most part it lacks 
emotion, though at times the 
warmth of divine love is felt. 
Yet, paradoxically, while giv- 
ing all and seeking nothing, 
the seminarian knows with 
certitude that he possesses 
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all. For in becoming one with 
Christ, he possesses the Lord 
of all things. 

Naturally and supernatur- 
ally this love centers about 
the person of Our Lord, since 
He is God-become-man, since 
He is the great Exemplar of 
what the future priest must 
strive to be. 


Christ said, “I have come 
from heaven not to do my 
own will, but the will of Him 
who sent me.” (John 6, 38). 
The future priest too must 
say, “Not my will, but Thine 
be done.” (Luke 22, 4). 

Christ said, “Thou shalt 
love the Lord thy God... 
and thy neighbor as thyself.” 
(Matt. 22, 37). 

Greater Love 

The seminarian too must 
seek to love God and others 
as Christ has loved him. 
Christ said, “The good shep- 
herd lays down his life for 
his sheep.” (John 10, 11). 
“Greater love than this no 
one has, that one lay down 
his life for his friend.” (John 
15, 13). The seminarian too 
in the imitation of Christ 
must be prepared, as a future 
priest, to lay down his life 
for his people whenever duty 
demands, or by a lifetime of 
service. 

The proof of love is action. 
“If you love Me, keep my 
commandments.” (John 14, 
15). “By this shall all men 
know that you are my dis- 
ciples if you have love one 
for another.” (John 13, 35). 
It is by having the mind of 
Christ in all things, by think- 
ing, acting, and speaking in 
a Christ-like. manner at all 
times and in all places that 
a seminarian shows his love 
for God and his fellow man. 

Logic and love, clear think- 
ing, and _ divinely-inspired 
love reach their fulfillment 
in the third of the three 
“L’s,” labor. 
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WHERE LOVE IS—GOD IS 


A strange and fearsome malady is abroad these 
days. It takes so many forms, presents itself under so 
many guises, that mankind has almost despaired of 
getting both hold of it, and getting rid of it. 

The name of that illness of mind, body, and 
soul is FEAR. We who know so much more about 
prolonging life, these days, are more afraid of death 
than the generations that never saw three score 
and ten. 

We who almost have reached the moon liter- 
ally, are afraid to seek God who created the moon 
and the sun, and the stars and the intellect that in- 
vented the rocket ships. 

Fear walks with us in our sleep. For we have 
dissected dreams. And the smell of their cadaverous 
parts that stay with us through the day because of 
our new unwholesome knowledge, stinks in our 
nostrils with the stench of new fears. 


Fear shares our days. Fear of a war, another 
one that casts its dark shadow over us because we 
have barred the Prince of Peace from our Councils, 
and from our hearts. Fear of sickness, injuries, of 
our fellow men and brothers in Christ, of insecurity 
...in fact the plain fear of living, as well as of dying, 
robs our lives of all enchantment, all joy, all gladness. 


And all because we have forgotten how to love 
... FOR PERFECT LOVE CASTETH OUT ALL FEAR! 


This is the month of August. The month of 
Our Lady’s Assumption. The month of our Lady of 
Love, the mother of Fair Love, the mother of God... 
Let us turn to her, now, today. Beg her with all our 
hearts, all our souls, and all our strength . . . to teach 
us how to love .. . because, unless we do, we shall 
perish in the hate begotten by our fears and our lack 
of LOVE. 

Gentle Mother of God . . . Virgin most power- 
ful .. . terrible as an army in battle array .. . res- 
plendant spouse of the Holy Ghost . . . and humble 
daughter of God the Father Almighty . . . bend down 
thy beautiful face . . . gather us up into thy loving 
arms... donot give us up... do not forsake us, even 
though so many of us heed not Thy voice that speaks 
so constantly to our generation. 


Speak now in accents of love . . . in.a whisper 
as gentle as a distant breeze singing in young trees 
...in a mighty roll of thunder that can be heard at 
the ends of the earth. ‘ 

Behold our deaf generation. Behold our blind 
millions. Look pityingly on us who neither hear the 
voice nor see the face of Perfect Love! Behold and 
pity us! 

TEACH US HOW TO LOVE... MOTHER OF 
LOVE ...SO THAT WE MAY LIFT UP OUR 
HEARTS ... AND WALK UPRIGHT ONCE MORE 
... LIKE MEN CREATED IN THE IMAGE OF LOVE 

. . THY SON. 


A contrite 

and humble Reart 
ord, 

J hou wilt not despise 

















The holy father has made 
a lot of saints this year of 
the jubilee; but, so far as I 
am concerned, two of them 
stand out so clearly they dim 
all the others. 

One of these is a young 
boy, Dominic Savio. 

The other is a young girl, 
Maria Goretti. 

You know their stories. 
The boy was a pupil of St. 
John Bosco. He was always 
good. He got better and 
better. He died shortly before 
his fifteenth birthday. He 
was just a good boy—but the 
whole Christian world es- 
teems him now above all 
the football players, all the 
baseball pitchers—even the 
best of the southpaws—and 
all the heroes of the army, 
the navy, the marines, the 
seabees, or the movies. 

And the girl—she was just 
an ordinary girl. But she was 
an ordinary good girl. She 
died in defense of her good- 
ness. She died praying for 
the salvation of the poor 
sinner who stabbed her. She 
was no Mary Pickford. No 
“wealthy deb,” no _ tennis 
star, no princess royal. She 
was only a little girl who 
never forgot her prayers 
morning or night. But the 
Church has proclaimed her 
a great saint! 

The Old Fire Horse! 

I wondered about the can- 
onization of this little girl. 
I would have liked to “cover 
the story,” had I the oppor- 
tunity. I think I would have 
written the yarn not from 
the standpoint of Pope Pius 
XII, nor from the import- 
ance of the occasion, the 
grandeur of the ceremonies, 
or the glitter of the watching 
crowd. I was not so much 
interested in the pomp, the 
pride, the spectacle, the 
wonder, the glory, or the 
uniqueness of the event. I 
would not have been impell- 
ed especially to paint a pic- 
ture of the immense throngs 
in the Vatican enclosure 
that witnessed the canoniza- 
tion. I would not have been 
unduly concerned about giv- 
ing my readers a pen picture 
of the Pope. 

I would, I think, write the 
story from the standpoint of 
the little old lady who sat 
looking out of a window high 
above the enclosure. I would 
try to show you what she 
thought. 

I would first try to let you 
know how she felt when she 
returned home, that day 
half a century or so ago, 
when she learned that her 
little girl had been so desper- 
ately stabbed, when she real- 
ized her daughter was dying. 

“Why has God done this 
to me?” 

Just Wondering 

She would not be the first 
Catholic mother to voice 
that sentiment,’if she did. 
She might even have said— 
as so many before and after 
her have said—‘there is no 
God; if there was He would 
not have let this happen to 
such a good girl!” Did she 
say that? I don’t know. I’m 
just wondering. 

How must she have felt, 
learning that the police were 
searching for the slayer; 
that they had found him; 
that they were going to try 


tenced? 

And then, how must she 
have felt when  big-eyed 
women came running to her, 
crying, ‘Miracle, miracle, 
Mama Assunta! I touched 


your daughter’s body, and 
look—I am well; I am en- 
tirely well’? 

How must she have felt, 





years later, when she learned 


FIVE ACRE MEDITATIONS 


by Eddie Doherty 


him; that he had been sen-, 











that her daughter’s slayer, 
in his prison cell, had gone 
back to the practice of his 
religion? How must she have 
felt when she heard finally, 
that he had been released 
from prison and had entered 
a monastery? 


How must she have felt 


when her daughter’s cause 
was taken up at Rome, and 
Maria was finally pronoun- 
ced, a Blessed? 

Years And Money 


It takes years of investiga- 


tion before anybody can be 


given that title by the pope. 


It takes the examination of 


witnesses, it takes study, 


travel, checking and 


of dollars to prove that one 
is, or is not, worthy of the 


title of Blessed. And why 
should anyone, _ especially 
the learned men of the 


Church, the big men of the 
Church, the priests and 
bishops and cardinals and 
even the Holy Father him- 
self, take such an interest in 
an unimportant little Catho- 
lic girl—an ordinary girl in 
a town in Italy you probably 
never heard of? 

Well, now—there it all 
was, below her. Pope Pius 
was proclaiming Maria a 
saint! A full saint! 

There was the crowd of, 
maybe, a hundred thousand, 
looking on, cheering, praying 
—people who represented all 
the Catholics in the world. 

No mother had ever before 


witnessed the canonization 


of her daughter or son. No 
other mother ever might 
know such a triumph. 

Did Mama Assunta, sitting 
there, half-blinded by her 
tears, realize that she had 
a lot to do with the ceremony 
going on below her? Did she 
remember’ teaching her 
daughter how to pray? Did 
she remember how she made 
her go to Church? Did she 
say to herself, “If I hadn’t 
been a good Catholic mother, 
Maria would not have been 
a good Catholic either?” 

I wouldn’t know the ans- 
wers. I wouldn’t know what 
to write about the little old 
lady’s thoughts. I’m afraid 
they would become mingled 
with my own thoughts on 
the matter. 

I wonder how many girls 
in the United States and 
Canada would die as bravely, 
and as gladly, for the sake 
of purity. Perhaps there are 
a great many. Anyway — 
there should be: 

But how many girls are 
there, do you think, like 
Maria Goretti — and how 
many boys like Dominic 
Savio—who could be canon- 
ized as full saints within a 
century of their holy deaths? 
How many do you know? 

Modern youth — That re- 
minds me of a letteer I got 
from a friend recently. Lis- 
ten. It'll give you an idea. 

“A woman told me of this. 
Three small boys were settl- 
ing an argument. The roll- 
ing back of the Red Sea had 
been questioned. The Bible 


had been consulted by a 


doubter. Now he was report- 
ing his findings. It was true 
that God had rolled back the 
sea. 

“The boy who had been on 
God’s side was delighted, but 
he expressed himself in a 
way that gives me the creeps. 
‘You see? What did I tell 
you? God IS bigger and 
stronger than Super Man’,” 


re- 
checking. Sometimes it also 
takes millions and millions 





The B’s Corner 


The Rural Apostolate, in 
which I have now worked 
for over three years, in- 
terests me more and more. 
True, fundamentally, its 
problems are as vast and 
varied as those of the urban 
centers, which is not to be 
wondered at since both deal 
with MAN, AND HIS DI- 
VORCE FROM GOD 
SECULARISM — IN THIS 
TWILIGHT OF CIVILIZA- 
TION. 

Both parts of the same 
problem ... MAN AND HIS 
TIMES ... would have many 
problems in common wher- 
ever they were to be found 
.. . in the city, or in the 
countryside. But to me, after 
twenty years in the Lay 
Apostolate, the solutions of 
these problems present more 
challenge in the country 
than in the city. For one 
thing distances present, at 
least in Canada, a grave ob- 
stacle to the organized works 
of the Apostolate. For an- 
other, the rural area suffers 
a lack of many facilities 
offered in the cities. Priests, 
and lay people, capable of 
teaching and guiding souls 
and works are few, fewer for 
instance, and farther apart 
in the country. 

Financing by Mail 

Financing is another 
point. In the Rural Aposto- 
late it all has to be done by 
mail. Visitors interested in 
its works are few. 

Retreats, lectures, open 
forums, seminars, and days 
of recollection — these much 
needed and powerful weap- 
ons used by the Lay Apos- 
tolate for its infiltration into 
a given community are hard- 
er to organize far from the 
big centers of culture. 

Next comes the _ whole 
rural set-up itself — its in- 
tense summer work that 
leaves farmers and _ their 
families too tired to go any- 
where, or do anything out- 
side of the ordinary chores. 
Winter is not much better; 
at least in the distant parts 
of Canada, or in the “out- 
posts,” of the U.S.A. Snow 
and sleet often make roads 
impassible, isolating the very 
people who must be brought 
constantly together to work 
as a team on the problems 
of their milieu, spiritual, ed- 
ucational, and economic, so 
as to change all of them for 
the better and lift them all 
in Christ. 

Moreover, by his very 
nature the farmer (and his 
family) is INDIVIDUALIS- 
TIC, at times almost to the 
point of tragedy for himself 
and the Community at large. 
And then as I wrote before, 
many rural schools have 
urban curricula so unsuited 
to the needs of rural folks. 

Twofold Goal 

The goal of the Apostolate 
should be twofold. One to 
help to show to rural in- 
habitants the spiritual bene- 
fits, the natural and super- 
natural goodness of their 
state of life — which the 
Church considers one of the 
best, morally, economically, 
and spiritually for families. 
For it allows them to bring 
their childyen up decently, 
with plenty of room to grow 
in and play in. 

It makes the family the 
owner of that type of pro- 
perty the Church considers 
most conducive to keeping 
the family together, and pro- 
viding such necessities as 
will make it easier for them 
to practice the virtues that 
will bring them to the real 
goal of their lives — the 
Beatific Vision. 

It also stabilizes society as 

(Continued on Page Three) 
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COMBERMERE 


By Catherine Doherty 





How good God is! Con- 
stantly I marvel at His in- 
finite quality of mercy and 
goodness! And these warm 
summer days have brought 
them to me anew with such 
a surge of joy that I feel like 
going about singing ALLE- 
LUIAS all day long. 

For the Summer School of 
Catholic Action in Madonna 
House has been in session . . 
and the grace of God was 
almost palpable through 
each day. 

First it manifested itself 
in the numbers that came. 
Through several months I 
have been keeping orderly 
lists of days, weeks, and 
people who were to come 
when. But with the first 
Saturday, which also fell on 
the first of July and opened 
the school session, I threw 
the whole caboodle of notes, 


calendars and schedules into} 


the waste paper basket. 
What was the use of com- 
puting the ways of the Holy 
Ghost? 

The Holy Ghost! 

I had ten scheduled for 
the first week. He had 23. 
I had, for the second week 
12. He had 33. Who was I 
to say NO to the Holy Ghost? 
Beds became scarce, folks 
slept on the floors. Sheets 
vanished. Folks said, “who 
wants sheets anyhow?” And 
in the long run who does? 

People came for a day, and 
stayed for the summer. 
Others came for a week and 
stayed two or three. Spac- 
ious rooms got crowded. Un- 
spacious ones bulged at the 
Sides. Yet everyone seemed 
to enjoy it and ask for more. 

GOD IS GOOD. 

I planned meals for set 
numbers at first ... then I 
saw the foolishness of such 
a procedure ... and went on 
JUST COOKING. One of two 
things happened the 
Lord stretched what there 
was, almost miraculously, or 
the pantry yielded more 
than I expected it to. 

Neighbors dropped in for 
a lecture. Friends, driving 
by, stopped in for a sleep, 
a feed, and a talk. People 
eddied, ebbed and flowed like 
the sea, around Madonna 
House. Yet order, the great 
tranquil order of God, stayed 
on. 

Yes, We Had Fun 

And we had fun. Bonfires 
and sing-songs in the open. 
A square dance practice or 
two. More formal singing. 
Boating. Fishing. And al- 
ways working and praying 
and studying together. 

GOD IS GOOD. 

What an infinite privilege 
it is to us of Madonna House 
to have it used, and be used 
ourselves! And how happy 
we were to receive those 
messengers of grace whom 
He so graciously sent us, the 
saintly priests who so un- 
stintingly, so generously, 
gave us part of their meagre 
holidays, or all of them, to 
come and talk to us about 
God, about love, about being 
apostles in the market place. 

To Name a Few 

Rev. Fr. J. T. Callahan of 
Rochester, N.Y.; Rev. Father 
William Power of Montreal; 
the two Rev. Frs. Eschweiler 











of Wisconsin and their four 
reverend friends! Just think 
of the joys and the blessings 
that were ours with SEVEN 
PRIESTS staying with us. 

Fr. Hugh Foley of Toronto, 
a Bisilian, Father Sixtus of 
the U.S. and Brazil, a Frans- 
ciscan Conventual, and Fr. 
McGoey of King City, Ont., 
celebrated for his BACK-TO, 
THE-LAND ‘apostolate and 
Fr. W. Dwyer of Madawaska 
were also with us. 

GOD IS GOOD. 

How rich we are! How 
joyous and glad! To have 
met so many wonderful and 
holy people! Madonna House 
will bask in these memories 
always. It has housed some 
150 lay people who were 
eager to know God better 
and to love Him more.... 
some so eager that they 
travelled over a thousand 
miles to come here . . ALLE- 
LUIA... ALLELUIA. 





up in the air without the 
necessary foundation. 
Long, Long Trail 

It was a long, long trail 
awinding from the ferry 
landing on the Ottawa river, 
to the sunset end among 
these lonely hills. When one 
made the journey it was by 
wagon or jumper. Incredibly 
cold in Winter and not too 
cold in Summer. Now and 
then, along the way, nearly 
everyone felt the need of a 
“pracer,” a “noggin” or two 
of strong drink. Hence the 
“strategic” location of the 
“stopping places.” 

Sure, everything in those 
days was strong. The people 
themselves—both men and 
women — were brawny and 
muscular. They were not a 
people to be bullied or fright- 
ened. Neither were they the 
cringing kind. They did not 
know any other law, than 
that of the Ten Command- 
ments. Human respect was 
quite out of their line. 

So far as the government 
of the country was con- 





THE B’S CORNER 





(Continued from Page Two) 
a whole. It develops strong, 
upright, characters, and it 
brings souls close to God. 
The second “fold” of the two- 
fold goal of the Rural Lay 
Apostolate should naturally 
be to render such help via 
the corporal and _ spiritual 
works of mercy, as would 
help to tide over this or that 
family in any emergency. It 
would also help them to 
overcome the strong tempta- 
tion to sell the homestead 
and try their luck in the city. 

Survey and Supply 

Also this part should in- 
clude a thorough survey of 
the whole Community in 
which the call of the Ordin- 
ary has placed a given Apos- 
tolate, in order to provide 
such needs as this portion of 
the Lord’s Vineyard calls for. 

Among the most general 
needs will be found that of 
recreation for youth. The 
lack of this is one of the 
reasons why young people 
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hood, more regard for truth 
and the pledged word than 
there is today, despite all our 
vaunted culture and pro- 
gressive education. The ex- 
planation, I suppose, lies in 
the fact that the responsi- 
bility to teach, or form 
characters, has shifted from 
the home, the _ original 
school, to every other agency 
under the sun. 
Home Has Failed 


It is not my intention here 
to criticize other institutions 
for the fallacies in our cul- 
ture. I am merely trying to 
establish the argument that 
the home has failed to carry 
out its God-given commis- 
sion. 

Marriage is for the pro- 
creation and education of 
children. The school, then, is 
but the extension of the 
home, when it is a question 
of bringing up children — 
educating them. 

The teacher is merely do- 
ing the incompleted part of! 
the work of the parents. 
When these fail in their task, 
the school goes on trying to' 
build a structure “up in the! 
air,” with no foundation to 
hold it up there. Crack-pots, 
cranks, and evil-intentioned 
leaders, with inflated bal- 
loon minds, or minds like 
that of the devil, go on try- 
ing to make the tax-payers 
believe that the _ so-called 
house of education will stay 
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cerned, the statesmen did 
not seem to know, or care, 
that many people lived, toil- 
ed, and marched along the 
Opeongo Trail, west of —say 
—Eganville. 

Strong People 


The sports and pastimes, 
like lifting huge stones, put- 
ting the shot, wrestling, etc., 
denoted physical strength in 
the people. They certainly 
amused themselves in a 
strenuous manner. Such di- 
version would be considered 
by the zoot-suiters, the 
lounge lizards, the juke-box 
worshippers — the youth of 
today — as somewhat too 
hard, and too much like 
work. 

It is not surprising then, 
that the popular beverage of 
the people of those distant 
days was strong hard liquor. 
Even the tea they gulped 
copiously at each meal 
would float the proverbial 
iron wedge. You could buy 
enough “high-wines” for 
fifty cents to fill the old 
wooden watering-trough at 
the front of the stopping 
place at Brudenell. 

Were you to offer a team- 
ster on the Old Opeongo, in 
the 80’s, a glass of lemonade, 
if he did not bean you with 
the butt of his whip, he 


would whittle you down as 
short as Tom Thumb by his 
of 
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leave the farm. True, the 
best recreation is self-made 
home recreation. But we 
must face FACTS. Radios, 
newspapers, and magazines, 
as well as automobiles, have 
brought vast changes into 
our mode of living. And to 
demand that modern rural 
youth go back to the way of 
recreation of our. grand- 
parents is to be utterly un- 
realistic. 

The best of that way of 
old CAN BE BROUGHT 
BACK, but only after a fair- 
ly long educational process 
that will include an almost 
full course of spiritual re- 
orientation, and profound 
understanding of the ways 
of God and His Church AP- 
PLIED TO OUR MODERN 
TIMES. 

Moreover, the smallness of 
the average Canadian farm 
house, especially in the 
northland, lends itself poorly 
to group recreation. 

Drama Clubs 

Here is where the Lay 
Apostolate, should come in, 
offering larger premises for 
the job. Dramatic clubs, 
sports—organized and indi- 
vidual — handicrafts, and 
strictly-chaperoned dancing 
and games would soon fill 
the void felt so keenly by 
country youth. Libraries for 
youth and children, with 
story hours for the latter, 
and with the little lunches 
so beloved by all youth of 
the world, would give many 
opportunities to the Lay 
Apostles to teach the prin- 
ciples outlined above. 

From Rural Settlement 
Houses, other helpers should 
pour forth, such as nursing, 
and the teaching of mothers 
and children along the many 
lines of health not covered 
by school. The organization 
of Credit Unions and pro- 
ducing Co-ops. The publish- 
ing of newspapers and books, 
as well as pamphlets, that 
would constantly widen the 











knowledge needed both for 
the apostles of rural areas 
and for the Community it- 
self. Clubs for men and 
women and other outlets for 
energy. 

Of course this presupposes 
the centering of all these 
many and varied activities, 
works, and techniques, a- 
round the parish—the gate- 
way of grace — though the 
Apostolate itself is organ- 
ized, or should be, on dioces- 
an lines (for many parishes 
would need its help). 

Centered around the par- 
ish, renewed in one common 
center of the Mass, feeling 
their one-ness__ spiritually, 
having their most urgent 
needs attended to, with out- 
lets for study and_ whole- 
some recreation at hand, 
and slowly learning why 
their WAY OF LIFE is so 
desirable .. . the rural areas 
would come of age in Christ, 
the trek from farm to city 





would be stopped, and a 
rounded-out Christian con- 
cept of rural living would 
emerge. 

For The 
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By Mary Ellen Doyle 











In 1917, in a rugged cove 
near the village of Fatima, 
in Portugal, the Blessed 
Virgin appeared to three 
little children, and begged 
for prayers and penance. 

Now, when the mother of 
God leaves her heavenly 
home to visit the earth with 
Special messages, one would 
think no time would be lost 
in seeing that her requests 
were carried out, to the 
letter. 

But already thirty-three 
years have elapsed, and 
many millions have not 
heard a word about this 
“news.” This leads one to 
fear that far too many who 
"7 hear did too little about 
it. 

As always, Christ’s small 
minority humbly takes up 
the great challenge. 

It was around the time of 
Our Lady’s visit that the 
lonely vicar of Christ first 
began to speak about Catho- 
lic Action, the participation 
of the laity in the apostolate 
of the hierarchy. 

It was about this time too, 
though a few years later, 
that the Legion of Mary 
sprang up, in a poor little 
back room in Dublin, to en- 
twine itself in submissive 
souls consecrated to prayer 
and penance. 

It called to all, married 
and single, youth and adult, 
in all walks of life, in all 
nationalities, to do some- 
thing effective to extend 
God’s kingdom while there 
was yet time to do so. 

We hear much, and we all 
have much to say, these 
days, about the diabolically 
premeditated materialism in 
education, medicine, and 
other fields. Too long have 
we indulged in the easy, 
negative attitude of critic- 
ism and scolding. There are 
more effective ways and 
means of doing things to 
counteract the godlessness 
all around us. One is to join 
the Legion of Mary. 

It is a beautifully-planned 
campaign, which we dare 
not ignore — the visitation 
and the pleas of Our Lady, 
the pope’s call for Catholic 
Action, and the organization 
ofthe Legion of Mary, pat- 
terned after the effective 
discipline of the legions of 
Rome. 
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TONY AND MARTIN 


By Anthony Constable 








Father Glennon watched 
over his sheep with great 
care; and all, Catholics and 
non-Catholics, admired him. 
Even the wolves, in the 
upper-brackets respected 
him and stepped cautiously 
lest they raise his dander. 

The wolves made the mis- 
take of calling on him to give 
a talk on sexual matters. It 
was far different than they 
had expected, as he _ shot 
holes through all previous 
talks given on this particular 
subject, such as: “Have your 
fun, boys, but be sure to 
protect yourselves.” 

Father reasoned _ thus: 
“Have your immoral pleas- 
ures and you’ll pay the price 
sooner or later; it’s not 
worth it, boys. Keep clean! 
With God’s help, it can be 
done.” 

They Listened! 

During previous talks, 
snickering and _ wise-crack- 
ing could be heard. But as 
Father spoke, an ominous 
silence prevailed. The boys 
remarked about it for days, 
and when news leaked out 
that Father was to be sent 
north, they showed their re- 
sentment. 

It was a terrible blow to 
my morale, as I had found 
real happiness with him. He 
had allowed me many priv- 
ileges such as preparing the 
altar and serving holy mass. 
Now that Father was about 
to make his exit, my new- 
found happiness would go 
with him and my future 
seemed quite bleak. I became 
impatient. I asked him to fix 
it for me to go along with 
him. He put me in my place. 
“This is my job, you have 
plenty of work to do in Ed- 
monton.” He added, ‘“I’l! be 
back sooner than you ex- 
pect.” 

I remarked, “We need you. 
T’ll speak to Martin and see 
what he can do about the 
situation.” 

As the days rolled into 
weeks, and the weeks into 
months, Father remained to 
minister unto us. In fact, 
save for a few brief spells 
when he was away on emer- 
gencies, we had the benefit 
of his ministrations almost 
to VJ day, when he volun- 


teered for duty in the Far 
East. 

It did not take him long 
to obtain a chapel fit for re- 
ligious services. This made 
the boys respect him more 
than ever. Later, when he 
had a Mission for seven days, 
the boys responded in great 
numbers. He appointed me 
to lead the Rosary, and my 
joy was great, as more than 
150 husky voices intoned the 
beautiful prayers. These men 
were not as tough as they 
thought. Deep down in their 
hearts, they were all child- 
ren of their heavenly 
Mother. 

He Meets Julie 

A tea party was held to 
benefit the orphan boys at 
Saint Mary’s. With the Sur- 
ette boys I attended and met 
Julie, a saintly girl with an 
angelic smile. She was help- 
ing the good Sisters with the 
affair and asked us if we’d 
like to go through the home. 
We talked freely as we went 
from room to room. It seem- 
ed as though we had known 
each other for years. I could 
not listen to talk about or- 
phans’ without bringing 
Martin into the picture and 
I was soon telling her his 
life’s story. In turn she asked 
if I knew of Our Lady of 
Fatima. “I’m president of 
the Legion of Mary in Saint 
Anthony’s Parish,’ she ex- 
plained, ‘and part of our 
work is to make the story of 
Fatima better known.” 

After the party I walked 
with her to the street car, 
and learned that she enter- 
tained dreams of a convent 
life. I gave her a Blessed 
Martin novena booklet; and 
together we made the no- 
vena. I became an auxiliary 
member of the Legion and 
attended some of the meet- 
ings. 

Five days before the atom 
bomb fell on Hiroshima, she 
said to me; “I have a secret 
to tell you. I have been ac- 
cepted by the Catechist Sis- 
ters in your country; and I 
am to teach Christian doct- 
rine to little Negro children.” 

So came to an end a very 
happy phase in my life, 
thanks to Blessed Martin, 





the wonder-worker. 








By Paul 


The Second Great Commandment 


Harris 








Gerald Vann O.P. 
says that 
“it is no good 
pretending to revere 
God as your Father, 
unless you also 
in fact 
reverence and serve 
men as 
your brothers. 
The latter is, 
in practice, 
the criterion 
of the former.” 

* * * * 


The fact is 
that we have 
lost sight 

of the majesty 
of God, 





and so we have 
a faint conception 
of the dignity 


of man. 

* * ok * 
Catholics bow down 
before God 
raised on high 
at the consecration 
of the Mass, 
but often 
fail to realize 
that God 
is also consecrated 
in the souls 
of their neighbors. 

ok * ok * 

The answer 
to the problem 





is to understand 

that the two 

great commandments 

of loving God 

and loving neighbor 

are so intertwined 

and so integrated 

in each other 

that everything 

dissolves into the 

one law of love; 

and if we 

love God 

we will love 

God in our neighbor. 
* * * * 


A grace-filled soul 

is actually 

a living monstrance 
where God dwells, 
and so if 

each man 

loved God 

in his neighbor 

there would be 

no wars, social injustice, 
discrimination, 
class-distinction, 

or any other 

of the evils 

of the world, 

but there would 
reign, justice, charity 
and peace. 


7 * oe * 


To love God 

in our neighbor 

we must constantly 
recall to mind 

that all men 

are made to 

the image 

and likeness of God; 
all men are temples 
of the Holy Ghost, 
and thereby deserving 
of the greatest reverence; 
all men are 

created equal, 

that is, created 
with an 

immortal soul; 
each soul is made 
for happiness 
because of the 
great redemption 

of the Cross. 


o * * * 


We must continually 
remember that 
whatsoever we 

do to our neighbor 

we do to God— 

so if we hate 

and cheat and defame 
our neighbor 

we hurl insult 

and blasphemy at God. 


% bo * 


And likewise 

if we only 
brighten our 
neighbor’s life 

by a pleasant smile, 
we do it 

to a loving God 
who will 
someday repay us 
for what we did 
to Him through 


His creatures. 


is 
THE FULLNESS 
OF DIVINITY, 
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Maybe you cannot be a lay 
apostle in the full sense of 
the word. But you, and 
everybody else, can help the 
work of the apostolate, with 
your good-will, your prayers, 
and even—if it comes to 
that — with your dollars. 
Anything to show you are 
pro-Christ in an anti-Chris- 
tian world! 

Here, by way of illustra- 
tion, is a letter from the Rev. 
Fr. J. Watchel, O.M.I., who 
was recently given a _ tre- 
mendous parish near Hines 
Creek, Alberta, Canada. 
Within forty square miles, 
however, he says, there are 
but 30 or 40 Catholic fam- 
ilies. He cannot visit them 
all; nor can they all get to 
church. 

His bishop and the Exten- 
sion Society helped him to 
make a start in the parish; 
but he had to “purchase 
something to get around in.” 
He lives in a shack 18 feet 
wide by 26 feet long. The 
place serves not only as 
living quarters, but as a 
chapel too, and—difficult to 
believe—a garage. 

Fat of The Land 


Father isn’t kicking. The 
shack, he says, serves ‘“‘com- 
paratively well.” His income 
may average $12 a week—if 
he’s lucky. And there are 
other ‘“‘blessings.’’ What wor- 
ries him is that his people 
are SO poor, sO very poor, and 
that he can do so little for 
them! They have, the most 
of them, been so long away 
from the Church that they 
have lost the sense of Catho- 
lic life, and are only slowly 
awakening to it. He should 
have a 100 people at the two 
Masses on Sunday. He has 
anywhere from five to fifty. 
At least 75 of his flock have 
not made their Easter duty. 

He hasn’t reached all his 
congregation yet, because he 
isn’t able to buy. gas enough 
to visit those living furthest 
away from the church. He 
has, however, been able to 
get some Catholic pamphlets 
to them. If he cannot bring 
them to the church, he will 
bring the. Church to them. 

Work or Work? 

“There is a problem before 
me,” he writes. “Should I go 
out and do manual work, 
that I may have more stable 
means for helping these 

eople; or should I leave it 
O prayers, mine and yours? 
I do not ask money, especial- 
ly, though God knows I 
could use it — say in Mass 





stipends or in sheer charit- 
able donations. But I do ask 
for your prayers, which are 
far better and more effective 
than anything—to lead my 
charge to an interior con- 
viction of the Church and 
its necessity.” 

Remember the name and 
address, in your _ prayers. 





Father J. Watchel, O.MLI., 
Hines Creek, Alberta. 





Here is a letter from a 
young woman that will sure- 
ly interest you. 

“A young boy in one of 
our reformatories happened 
to read some Catholic liter- 
ature. Later, when he was 
in a death cell in Toronto, 
he remembered some of the 
things he read. He became 
a Catholic the day before he 
was sentenced to be hanged. 
He was reprieved, however, 
and is now doing life in 
Kingston. I wonder-if any- 
one ever sends him a re- 
minder of the Catholic faith. 
I wonder if anyone realizes 
he is one of us, a part of the 
Mystical Body of Christ. 


Catholic Literature 


“What I wish you would 
do, editors of Restoration, is 
to appeal for prayer beads 
for the boys in the reform- 
atories. It might be well to 
begin by sending these beads 
to. Rev. Fr. Dunn, SJ., St. 
Stanislaus Novitiate, Elora 
Rd., Guelph, Ont. Father is 
the chaplain at the Guelph 
reformatory. He is anxious 
to put a Rosary in every lad’s 
pocket, especially when the 
boy is discharged. It MAY 
keep him from returning— 
or from going to a prison.” 

Rosaries or — maybe — 
rogues. 

* * * * 


And here is a letter from 
Bro. Jovita Francisco de 
Sousa, St. Peter’s Semnary, 
Malleswaram P.O., Banga- 
lore, 3, South India. He 
wants you to mail him any 
copies you have, or will have, 
of Catholic magazines, for 
his Catholic Literature Bur- 


eau. He too is sowing seeds. 
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